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His heart his wound received from my sight;
My heart was wounded with his wounded heartj
For as from me on him his hurt did light,
So still methought in me his hurt did smart.
Both, equal hurt, in this change sought our bliss,
My true love hath my heart and I have his.

[HE ANSWERS]

O words which fall like summer dew on me,
O breath more sweet than is the growing bean,
O tongue in which all honey'd liquors be,
O voice that doth the thrush in shrillness stain:
Do you say still, this is her promise due,
That she is mine as I to her am true.

Gay hair, more gay than straw when harvest lies.
Lips red and plump as cherry's ruddy side,
Eyes fair and great like fair great ox's eyes,
O breast In which two white sheep swell in pride:
Join you with me, to seal this promise due,
That she be mine as I to her am true.

But thou white skin, as white as cruds well prest,
As smooth as sleekstone like it smooths each part,
And thou dear flesh, as soft as wool new drest,
And yet as hard as brawn made hard by art:
First four but say, next four their saying seal,
But you must pay the gage of promist weal.

Another Version'1

MY true love hath my heart and I have his,
By just exchange one for another given:
I hold his dear, and mine he cannot miss,
There never was a better bargain driven.
My true love hath my heart and I have his.

His heart in me keeps him and me in one,

My heart in him his thoughts and senses guides.

He loves my heart, for once it was his own:

I cherish his, because in me it bides.

My true love hath my heart and I have his.

1 See Notes